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Over them air grows deeper, intense with delight in them :
.under Things are thrilled in their sleep as with sense of a sure
new birth. But here by the sand-bank watching, with eyes on the
sea-line, stranger Grows to me also the weight of the sea-ridge gazed on
of me, Heavily heaped up, changefully changeless, void though
of danger Void not of menace, but full of the might of the dense
dull sea.
Like as the wave is before me, behind is the bank deep-drifted ;
Yellow and thick as the bank is behind me in front is the wave.